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c Give Fleur a kiss for me, please. Sir.9

* I will. She'll be sorry to have missed you,
Well, good-bye !' He was terrified that she
would begin crying again, or attempt to thank
him, and he added hastily : * You'll have a nice
drive.' As a fact he doubted it, for in fancy he
could see her oozing into her handkerchief all
the way.

The luggage was in now, and so was she.
The car was making the usual noises. Soames,
in the doorway, lifted his hand, twiddling it
towards her turned red face,

Her lip was drooping, she wore a scared
expression. He gave her a wan smile, and
turned back into the house. Too bad I

Rumours! Soames would never have believed
that people could be such fools* Rumours of
naval engagements, rumours of spies, rumours of
Russians. Take, for instance, his meeting with
the village schoolmistress outside the school.
'Have you heard the terrible news, Mr.
Forsyte?9
Soames9 hair stood up under his hat.
'No; what's that?'
* Oh ! there's been a dreadful battle at sea.
We've lost six battleships. Isn't it awful ? '
Soames* fists clenched themselves in his
pockets.